REMINISCENCES
but she never even so much as glanced at him. After
the meeting there was dancing, benches were pushed to
the walls, the accordion player expanded and con-
tracted his instrument, and the couples circled the
room. ... Danilov had finally made up his mind to
approach Fai'na when he saw that she was dancing with
the man from town.
Danilov did not know how to waltz. He stood there
leaning against the wall, watching the pink blouse
whirling round the room. ... He was agitated, oppressed,
tormented. ...
Could it be that she had cut him off—completely and
for ever? Was it possible that there was no way of making
things right again? ... Now she was leaving the room,
arm in arm with the man from town. Should he follow
her? But pride, shame whispered—don't go. He hesi-
tated for a few minutes, and when he finally ran out to
look for her she was no longer in the club.
She had gone away with that fellow in the jacket—
right in front of everybody—where had they gone?
A paroxysm of rage swept over him, everything seemed
to go black before his eyes. He clenched his fists. ...
Where should he seek them? He dashed outside—not a
soul there, nothing but stars and frost; the whole village
was at the club. He dashed towards the school, saw it
before him—and stopped dead. There was a light in her
window—she had gone home, then* For a second his
rage abated at the sight of the lighted window that had
always held such peace and happiness for him. She had
felt tired and had gone home. My heart's delight was
tired, and she's going to bed. ..." He went up to the
window*
Falna was standing with her back to the wall, leaning
lightly against it. Her head was thrown back, her face
seemed that of a stranger, the lips parted as though in
fear. .,. The fellow from town was sitting on the bed,
smoking and talking. Then he rose, went to the window,
his hand came out, the white curtain fell to and the light
went out as the lamp wick was turned down.
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